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	1. Chapter 1

Hi. My name is Morte. I am not new to this fandom, but this is still my first time writing story for this particular ship. Please take care of me. For your comfort for reading, click the contrast button. Trust me, it helps a lot.

Warnings: Toothcup eventual romantic relationship. Female Hiccup (if this isn't your cup of tea, you may click the back button). Hybrid Toothless, he can transform into a human (last warning to click the back button while you still can).

Disclaimer: None of this is mine, except the idea. Everything belongs to Cressida Cowell and Dreamworks.

.

.

* * *

><p><strong>HOW TO BE A DRAGON'S HOARD<strong>
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Chapter 1: The Deal

"Oh, Mighty Night Fury, please stop raiding my village." Little Hiccup exclaimed in the dark. Then there was a beat of wings. She felt rather than see something moved, and the darkness seemed to thicken, wrapping itself around her like thick black veil. She stood her ground when she saw a pair of inhuman eyes before her, boring itself into hers; a pair of bright toxic green eyes with specks of gold and slit pupils, like snake's or cat's. But she knew what those eyes belonged to; the most feared dragon, a Night Fury.

_That is not my decision to make_, it would sound like a combination of hisses, growls, and croons to outsiders, but to Hiccup, she could hear its voice clearly in her mind; a calming deep baritone. She doesn't hear it directly, instead she could feel it move around and speaking in her mind.

"Then whose decision is it? Let me persuade them." Hiccup tried again to negotiate with it.

It had been too much for her village to take; three raids in a month and the season was getting colder. There would be snow in only three weeks' time. There wouldn't be much supply for winter to come and if the dragon raided the village again, they wouldn't survive this year's winter. Hiccup, the smallest of her kin, took it upon herself to seek the dragon leader and negotiate with them—without telling anyone, off course. The Night Fury—or so it was called amongst her tribe—was the most feared dragon amongst the Vikings. It never stole anything, never showed itself, yet it never missed its shot. Their midnight black scales made the dragon invisible at night and made her kin impossible to shoot them down. From ancient times, their accuracy and intelligence was mind blowing—literally, and has been that way for more than three hundred years. If they even heard a wind of her _wanting_ to meet this dragon, they would die of laughter, probably literally.

Never, in her wildest dreams, that she ever thought of meeting this magical, fearsome dragon by her own; yet here she was, standing by her own in the middle of the forest—in which should she die here, nobody would ever found out—and talking with the most fearsome dragon amongst her kin, Night Fury.

She could feel the darkness scoffed, breathing sulfur-scented air around her. _Persuade them? You? A human? Much less as tiny as you?_ She could practically hear the mockery and disbelief coloring its voice. Hiccup set up her neutral mask as she always did whenever she heard this. She had heard this too much, since the time she could remember until she doesn't even remember anymore.

But this is what she chose. Being the smallest kin that she was, other bigger Vikings looked down on her, underestimating her, saying things behind her back, sometimes even outright in her face. Her same-aged friends were making fun of her; pushing her around, saying harsh things, beating her up, and everyone turned a blind eye.

Her father wasn't much different. Being a chief wasn't easy feat, she knew that, but that didn't give him excuse to forget her on her birthdays and never say goodbye when he went out for voyages. Her father never bothered to understand her—and she never met her mother. People said that she had died, being eaten by four-winged dragon during a raid fourteen years ago, just few months after she was born.

The only one who seemed to care for her was her Godfather, Gobber the Belch. He was a smith and she had been his apprentice ever since she was little—well, littler. He was the only one who understood her and accept her as who she was, because he had seen her brilliance and grace as she worked with his tools. She was an excellent student, he had said, and he himself had to admit that he never learnt as fast as she was. That made her proud and she could stand tall by telling herself that she was at least appreciated by Gobber.

But with the raid getting worse, while the winter was coming, the villagers were going restless. They were even suggesting about sacrifices to dragons. They never mentioned her, off course. No one dared mention her name in front of the chief, since she was his daughter. But she could tell; their stares and accusing looks gave it all. She had always been a sensitive girl and she was getting tired.

She was here not because anyone sent her, but because she was tired of life, and she wanted it to end sooner.

The eyes that bore into hers narrowed and a snarl came out, but she stood her ground. _I can sense a deep wound in your heart, little human._ It said and Hiccup's mask cracked a bit. _Why are you sacrificing yourself for the village that wouldn't appreciate your concern?_

Her frowned deepened. Why? That's because she was tired, right? But then why did she still trying to help? Is it because of desperation? "I…" Hiccup frowned and she looked down. She didn't understand. Everything suddenly became blurry. She had hardened her resolve into coming here and she had been certain that this would be the end. She had been ready.

The pair of toxic eyes suddenly dilated and stared at her softly. She swore she could see sympathy in those eyes. So dragons could feel sympathy too?

_Little hatchling,_ it began softly in her head. _What do you actually seek?_

Her eyes widened more. What? Seek? What did she actually seek? She was sure she wasn't seeking anything by coming in here. But could it be what she had been looking for? Appreciation? Concern? Acceptance? Love? But those didn't matter anymore, right? She had hardened her resolve. She did this because she was tired. She was tired of being ridiculed, of being a mistake—of being her name, a Hiccup. If so, then why…

(As a tear unknowingly drops down, she cupped them on her palms. When was the last time had she cried? She didn't remember anymore. Her heart had numbed over the years. Yet she still could feel it, she could hear it; the sound of her heart being smashed into pieces. Hiccup brought her hands to her face, hiding tears that were silently trickling down her beautiful face.)

Then why was it that she feels so sad?

Her knees hit the soft grassy ground as the darkness continue to wrapped itself around her; but rather than felt threatened, she felt safer, calmer, as if it was protecting her from the outside world. _If I stopped raiding your village, what will you do to repay me?_ It asked instead.

Hiccup—grateful for the change of topic—looked up to the pair of eyes that had been watching her quietly—never judging nor mocking—with her own eyes, stained with tears. "I'll…" She gulped down a lump down her throat as she once again hardened her resolve. "You can do whatever you want with me."

The darkness shifted a bit and she could see the look in those inhuman eyes was getting conflicted. _Are you still sacrificing yourself, Little Hatchling?_ It asked with a calming baritone inside her head and fatherly croons in her ears.

"I am not sacrificing myself," she said quietly, brushing off the tears off her cheeks. "I will be the sacrifice, anyway—might as well turn myself in before they decide to throw me off the cliff or something—save myself the pain, you know." She shrugged offhandedly.

A sound of deep chuckle resonating inside her head and she realized that it was the dragon's. It was strangely calming. _You are an amusing little human._ They held their gazes for a few more moments before it decided, _I will take your offer, human hatchling. If you come with me, I will stop the dragons from raiding your village. And you won't have to put up with all those things you've suffered anymore._

She had to admit, the offer sounded too tempting. _I will give you three days to say goodbye to those you love. If you weren't here by the third day, I will come for you._

.

.

Hiccup opened her eyes. The first thing she saw was the brown wooden ceiling of her house. She slowly peeled herself up into sitting position and looked down. She was on her bed, wearing her white nightgown, with her bear-skin blanket around her. She frowned in confusion. What happened?

The last thing she remembered was the Night Fury. That's right. She had been in the forest, talking with the Night Fury—hadn't she? She almost laughed at the thought. _She_? Talking with a_ Night Fury_? Even the thought of it made her feel as if everything was a dream, if it was really a dream. It felt so real, though. She could still feel the dragon's warm puffs of breath and the sulfuric scent around her. She remembered the last thing it said. It gave her three days to say goodbye, and if by the third day she didn't come, it will come for her. But it was all just a dream, right?

She was getting more confused by the second. Hiccup couldn't tell which reality and which dream is anymore. Does that mean that she was going crazy already? Hiccup nervously shuddered. She didn't want to end up like Mildew—the crazy old man who strangely hated her and blamed her for every unfortunate thing that happened in Berk. Thankfully, even though some people shared his opinion, everyone was still sane enough and had enough brain to defend her from some crazier things he had blamed her for.

That crazy old man had once blamed her for being born when thunderstorm came up on Berk, saying things like Thor cursed her for being born and wanted her die. She had been only six then and being cornered by some crazy old man. No one was helping, even though they eyed Mildew warily. Fortunately, her father came to intervene just when Mildew was about to hit her with his cane. Her father, Stoick the Vast—even though it seemed like he never cared about her, she was still his daughter—was beyond furious. He immediately sent her home earlier than usual, saying he would take care of it, and she ran to their house, like a puppy with their tail between their legs.

Then that night, he came home earlier than usual and asked her various questions, like if she were hurt, and what else that Mildew said, or why everyone else didn't help. That was how she knew that even though her father seemed to not care, he was still her father, the only family she had left after her mother died. And families don't abandon each other. They had a long awkward talk that night over dinner that she cooked, and he praised her cooking skill—he said that he was grateful that even though she inherit her mother's beauty, Hiccup didn't inherit her mother's cooking skill. They had laughed over that, and they talked a lot. Her father told her that her mother, Valka, wasn't the most skillful cook and he went ill just after he drank her yak-nog. She had laughed.

Hiccup smiled at the memory. She still loved her father. And even though it seemed that her father not cared about her, she knew he still loved her, because she was his daughter, the only family he had left after his wife passed away.

She made a decision. It doesn't matter whether the Night Fury was a dream or not. She would make a lot of memories with her father and Gobber. She would find out if it was a dream or not at the third day anyway. As she decided that, Hiccup sat up quickly, feeling the blood rushing to her head, and started to change her clothes.

.

.

.

.

To be continued...

* * *

><p>Author's note:<p>

Thank you for reading such short chapter. I'm sorry for any typos and grammar errors that I am not aware of. If you click review or favorite button and leave feedback or questions, I would really appreciate it and I would respond to them. Once again, thank you for reading. See you in the next chapter.


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2: Making Memories

Disclaimer: All characters aren't mine. Only the idea is mine.

* * *

><p>There was once a legend passed through generations to generations, that once upon a time, dragons and humans live together in peace. Humans and dragons mingled together and respected each other, each minding their own business.<p>

There was a myth that dragons were actually Gods in disguise, that they came on to earth to brought fortune and strength. People from the eastern side of the earth especially believed in these stories and they prayed to the mystical dragons as Gods. There was even a story about some villagers who saw a group of warriors that had saved their village suddenly shape-shifted into a pack of dragons in the middle of the night and was never to be seen again.

But humans are jealous creatures. When they saw the flying dragons with shiny colorful scales, and heard the mystical and magical rumors surrounding them, they want it. They began to hunt down the dragons, took their teeth, talons, scales, head, and wings as decorations and sold them in high prices. They took alive dragons as pets, parading them around like a trophy with leashes and cages. Wary of the greed and destructive nature of the humans, the dragons started to migrate somewhere else, somewhere the humans won't find them.

They found it—a small volcano island to the north of the earth, surrounded with mist and canyons in the middle of the ocean, protected with dangerous corals. It was perfect. No humans could ever touch the island without their help. The small volcano island became their small haven. Dragons from the entire world would maneuver themselves in the middle of their migration to rest on this island and mother dragons would come here to hatch their babies. This island provided everything for dragons, from boiling lava, fresh water lakes and rivers, shades and greeneries of the forest, and fishes by the shores. For a long time, no humans dared or could set foot on to the rocky beach of their island. For a long while, it was a safe haven.

Then it appeared; this monster who called itself a King. It demanded respect and food—_lots_ of food. Being one of the rare alpha-king species that still remained, it controlled the flocks of dragon, taking residence inside the volcano. It took the hatchlings as its slaves and the females were reduced into egg machines.

It has a body as humongous as the volcano itself, six small eyes at the sides of its head, with crown-like spikes around its head. Its wings lay down to its sides, rusty from lack of use. It declared itself as the King and creator of all dragons for no dragons ever grown as huge as it was. It was ruthless. Any dragon dared to question it would meet their end inside its belly. This cannibalistic monster was the starter of the longest war between humans and dragons, and their little haven now became a living hell.

The once fresh and fragrant air was now filled with poisonous gas and nauseous miasma. Black rocks of granites and dry lands replaced the greeneries that once grew everywhere. The lakes dried and the river was not clean anymore; now it was filled with bloody, rotting remains of food the monster had abandoned. Flowers were no longer blooming. Birds don't fly there anymore. The once blue sky was now and will forever remain grey—as long as the monster was alive and ruling.
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Hiccup found her father in front of the hearth. "Mornin', Lass." He greeted and she smiled softly at him.

"Good morning, dad." She greeted back and hopped down the stairs.

"It's unusual for you to still be asleep after the sun is high," Her father commented. "I was about to wake you up, but I thought you need the sleep."

It was these little things that made her believe that their bond as a father and daughter still exists. "Sorry, dad. I was very tired." She made up an excuse. After all, with a small body like hers, he would still believe that some chores were hard for her. "Have you eaten yet? I'll make you something." She said as she hopped down the stairs into the kitchen.

"No, I've eaten breakfast at the great hall. I was just coming by to check you up." He said as he entered the kitchen as well. "As I said, it was unusual for you to be still asleep after I awoke. I was worried that you might be ill." His father's heavy footsteps were closing in on her and she looked up. Her father was _huge_, as per usual Vikings supposed to be. She still felt like a baby compared to his huge, bear-like figure. His big, rough, calloused palm set itself on her forehead gently. She could feel her face getting warmer. It has been a long time since her father being this gentle on her and treated her as if she were a little child again. "Are you feeling well, lass? You're not that warm, but your face is red." A frown marred his hairy face as he scrutinized his daughter.

"I'm fine, dad, really." Hiccup took his father's hand into hers and she realized that his hand was so big that even her two hands couldn't cover them up. Then she remembered the dream. "Actually, I have this strange dream, dad." She began.

"A nightmare?" Her father began worriedly.

She shook her head. "Not exactly a nightmare either. It's just that; weird." She finished. It was quite awkward after that, before she forced a smile to her father, "Hey, dad. I'm making a roasted lamb for dinner. You'll be home for it, right?"

Her father's eyes softened and he rustled her hair, "Off course, lass. I'll be sure to come home for dinner, if there's no raid tonight."

She smiled wistfully as she playfully pushed her father's hand away from mussing her hair, "Okay, okay. Stop messing my hair already." It was no promise. Her father never kept his word and she was always hurt. It has been countless times when her father didn't join her for dinner because he was home late, from meeting with the villagers about killing the dragons.

She faked a smile as she waved goodbye to her father as his back disappeared behind the front door. His earlier words weren't a promise, but it was good enough if he were to keep his word. Her smiled faded. She wondered if he had ever felt guilty for not keeping his word. He had never said any word of apologize to her. It was always she who had to say it. Then again, she was usually the one who made mistakes.

Their bond, though exists, it was thin as a string. Stoick—or she even—could snap it with a single word. She wondered if this was where she really belonged.

The day was getting later. Sun was getting higher. She needed to get out and clear her head.

_I will come for you_. That voice kept ringing in her ears and mind. She could still feel the toxic green eyes watching her and the darkness crept up on her. She was getting paranoid. Hiccup shuddered as she made her way out of the empty house. Who knows, Gobber might needed her help today.

As made her way out of her house and to the smithy, she passed by the group of her same-aged friends—though they were not really 'friends', only acquaintance.

"Look, here comes Hiccup the Useless," Snotlout, the bulky kid, snickered mockingly. Hiccup just rolled her eyes and walked pass him. "Hey, did you get to talk to the Night Fury last night?" He asked with a mocking tone and laughed at her, joined by the twins.

"_She_? Talk to the _Night Fury_? She wouldn't even survive in the Dragon Ring before Gobber release the dragons!" Ruffnut, the female twin, laughed out loud mockingly.

"That's right, what could she do anyway? She has done nothing so far, other than wrecking the village even worse than the dragons!" Tuffnut, the male twins, slapped his knee and laughed at his own joke, joined by his twin and Snotlout.

Their words hurt, but it was nothing she could handle. They were always like this ever since she could remember. It was still hurt, but it hurt less the more she hears it.

"You'd better off disappear, Hiccup. There's no way Stoick would choose you as the Chief—_I'm_ obviously the one who will inherit the title as Chief!" Snotlout boasted, pointing his thumb at himself. "With you gone, my chance of becoming Chief will doubled!" He said with an excited expression.

Hiccup rolled her eyes. Yes, it was true. As the Chief's heir, she was supposed to be the next line to the title. Yet, with her being… well, Hiccup, she knew there will be no chance for her to be the chief. She was sure that her father will surely choose Snotlout, because he was her cousin—whether they liked it or not. Yes, Snotlout was her cousin. He was the son of Spitelout, Stoick's younger brother. Therefore, if Stoick wanted to, Snotlout could very well be chosen as the next Chief.

But she didn't care, really. Because being a chief to this village wasn't her thing. She didn't have any desire to be the chief, to lead these people—no, she doesn't want to! She'd rather become the Night Fury's food than become the chief of this village. There was no way she could lead the people who hated her very being.

Then she had a fleeting thought. If this is how her last memories were going to be in the village before she was going to take the Night Fury's hand, then she sure as hell would choose the Night Fury a thousand times over.

She ignored the mockery and laughter amongst the three people and walked further to Gobber's forge. "Hey! Go find someone yer own sizes, ye children of half troll!" Gobber's voice echoed around the field. Hiccup looked up, surprised at Gobber's outburst. She looked back as Snotlout and the twins laughed before ran off to the other side of the hill.

Hiccup looked up again at the man with blond mustache in front of her and smiled gratefully. "Yer welcome, Hiccup. Now come on, your job is waitin'!" He said as he ushered the small girl into the forge. Hiccup giggled.

This was Gobber, her Godfather and the one who practically raised her since her mother died, the one who actually show her that he cared and always the one who defend her when she was bullied, the one who cheered her up when she was down. She has been his apprentice in forging business; crafting tools, making weapons, and designing new ones, in hopes to help the village strengthened the defense for dragon raids. She had become a master over the years learning under Gobber, whose motto was "learning on the job", and she had acquired countless scars throughout the years.

On her twelfth birthday, which her father had forgotten—again—and needed to attend a meeting of chief, Gobber had cleaned the small back room where he usually put spare parts, and conjured it into a comfortable little room; with a desk, a chair, a bookrack, and a small bedding whenever she felt like staying in the forge to finish her late-night project. Gobber had known for years teaching her that she liked crafting, designing, and creating new things, and he had to admit that she was as boar headed as both her parents. She would not sleep before her project was finished. The least he could do was to facilitate her with everything she might need. The room was separated from the main forge only with a thin sheet of worn out orange fabric, but for Hiccup it was the place of privacy that she needed.

As she worked with Gobber that day, they talked about many things—some were not that important and some were just incessant bantering, but she was happier here. Hiccup was about to make the finishing touch on the weapon she had just repaired when she took a deep breath and called for her Godfather, "Gobber?"

"What it is, Lass?" Gobber asked without turning from his job.

"I just want to say thank you." She finally said with a shrug.

Gobber finally turned with a raised blond eyebrow, "For what?"

Being watched like that made her a little nervous, so she just shrugged, "You know, everything." She said softly. "For being there for me when no one else does, and also… you know, for the private room you make for me back there." She said with an awkward laugh. "So yeah, thank you." She said as she looked at Gobber softly, smiling genuinely.

Gobber's eyes softened and he laughed, patting her back, "Don't mention it, Lass. It's my job as a Godfather and as your mentor; it's the least I can do for you." He spoke with conviction. He chuckled before he looked up to the sky; the sun was about to set. "It's getting late. You should go home before your father threw a fit again, Hiccup."

Hiccup sighed and she smiled. "That's right. I've promised that I would cook him dinner. I hope he's home early tonight. Not that I'm highly expecting him to." She shrugged to herself.

Gobber let out a breath inaudibly, "There's no raid tonight. I'm sure he won't be held back. Even if he is, I'll make him home." He said as he patted her back.

"Talking about raids," Hiccup suddenly remembered the dream she had just the night before. She immediately faced Gobber. "Gobber, you might think I'm crazy, but—"

"Lass, if you think you're going to enter the Dragon Academy, then yes, I think you're crazy." Gobber cut off.

"That's not what I was going to say." Hiccup rolled her eyes. "It's about the raid. I had a dream last night, you know. Call it a vision if you will." She said seriously. "I think there will be a raid in three days from now, and…" She hesitantly looked up to Gobber. "I think… a night fury will be there."

Gobber frowned in a serious manner as he turned fully towards her. "Now, lass, I don't know much about visions. But I think you shouldn't underestimate this dream of yours. It might be a warning from the Gods. What else did you dreamed about?" He asked as he put both hands on her shoulders.

"I—I heard a voice. It said that," Hiccup hesitated as Gobber nodded to urge her to continue. "That, that he'll come for me." She finally said uncertainly.

Gobber narrowed his eyes. For the first time, she actually saw him completely serious. Then she blinked and the expression melted. Gobber laughed merrily like he always did and patted her shoulder, "I got it, Lass. You make sure to stay inside three days for now, okay. Don't let your dad knows, he'll freak out."

Hiccup shrugged. "It's just a dream, anyway."

"As I said, you shouldn't underestimate dreams. They could be warning and directions from the Odin himself." Gobber said. Then he pushed her lightly outside, "Now off you go. Make the most delicious roasted lamb there is—and don't forget to spare me some, eh?"

Hiccup giggled and waved goodbye. She turned and ran off towards the hill where her house in located. She didn't notice Gobber frowned seriously and packed some things before heading down towards the Elder Gothi's house.
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Her father wasn't usually home early. He was always out, helping more people, holding more meetings, and fighting more dragons. That's why she was surprised when she pushed her front door to the sight of her father poking the hearth, the fire already lit.

"Dad!" She yelped in surprise. Her father straightened up and turned to her in question. "You're early."

Her father smiled in response, "Yes, I just traded my dragon head with a pair of lambs, a basket of potatoes and tomatoes, and a basket of rare salmon." He boasted as he showed her his prize. Hiccup stared at the dinner ingredients with awe. "I went home early just to show you this. I thought you want to take a look."

She smiled as she stared at the salmon. Salmons in Icelandic sea were very rare, because they could only be found in warmer areas. The fact that salmons are rarer than a dragon's head in itself was saying something. "These are amazing, dad. Thanks!"

Her father patted her back, "Don't thank me; thank your amazing cooking skills. We're having a feast tonight." Her father grinned.

Hiccup turned her eyes upwards to her father's, "Do you want to help?"

Her father's eyes widened, "Can I?"

Hiccup grinned, "Off course! Who else is going to bring these things to the kitchen? I certainly can't!" She giggled as she raced to the kitchen.

Her father guffawed, "I don't remember you being so sneaky." But he went after his daughter anyway, carrying the lambs over his left shoulder and the baskets in his right hand.

.
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* * *

><p>Author's Note:<p>

I'm sorry for the delay. Here is the new story for you. I hope this satisfy your curiosity. There will be nothing happen until the fourth chapter, I'm afraid. But I believe pacing is important. I'm sorry for the grammar mistakes and typos scattered about. I'm sorry too if the chapter is too short for your liking. I will be working harder for the next chapter.

I've been working on other fandoms too. You are welcome to read my other stories if you're into it. Please visit my profile for more information.

For **Monkey lover 911**, there are the teens in this chapter. But I honestly, I don't know if I will keep them coming for the oncoming chapters. I usually don't plan for what the next chapter would be, that's why, just keep in tune. Perhaps I will go with the flow and decided to bring the teens back. I personally can't stand Snotloud. The rest are okay, so maybe they will appear in later chapters.

I can't believe it; one chapter and there are more than 20 followers and more than 200 views! Thank you, readers! You guys are awesome. Please send me your love and support by clicking reviews or favorite or follow button. I deeply appreciate it. I'll see you in the next chapter very soon. ;D


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3: I'm Coming for You

Disclaimer: All characters belongs to Cressida Cowell and Dreamworks.

* * *

><p><em>It's the third day, little hatchling. Are you ready?<em>

Hiccup opened her eyes to this voice. She looked around to see the interior of her room through eyes blurry with sleepiness, but no one present beside herself. She rubbed her eyes sleepily and tried again, half expecting something black popped up, but after seeing none, she shook her head.

It was the third day after the seemingly bizarre dream. After she cooked with her father, it seemed that her father's attitude had mellowed a bit towards her for the past two days—added that to the fact that it had been at least six days without raid, it didn't just put her father into a good mood, but also an anxious anticipation. But it wasn't just her father—everyone and the air around the village were buzzing with a nervous and anxious anticipation. She found that it affected her too. She found herself surprisingly antsy today. Not just because of the mysterious voice that spoke to her before she woke up, but she also felt something watching her—more intently than the last three days. She noticed the feeling—it began the first time she had that bizarre dream of meeting the black dragon, it went on until yesterday and apparently the feeling was stronger today than before. She didn't know if it was because the nervous anticipation or because the one who watching her was way closer than before…

"Yer spacing out again, Hiccup." She snapped back to the consciousness and twirled to face her mentor, "Ye okay there, Hiccup? Ye seem unlike yourself today."

"I'm fine. It's just that… I had that dream again." She answered nervously.

"Ah, don't worry about that. I've talked to Elder Gothi about your dream and she had successfully gathered people to get ready for the raid." Gobber said with a proud smile.

Hiccup gasped, "What—what are you doing, Gobber?" She panicked.

"What? What did I do?" Gobber stared at confusedly.

"You can't just tell her to prepare people mindlessly! What if the dream didn't come true? People are just going to blame me for getting worked up over nothing! You have to convinced them to take down the—"

"Lass, lass, calm down. Take a deep breath." Gobber grabbed her shoulder and pressed her firmly but gently. Hiccup did as told and she instantly calmed. "There, are you ready to listen?" Hiccup's cheeks heated with shame but she nodded. Gobber released her when he was sure she was calm enough to listen. "I've told you before that dreams aren't things that cannot be underestimated. And you've been having these dreams for how many nights now?"

"Three, to be exact."

"Exactly. You couldn't have been having those dreams for no reason. Add that to the fact that there weren't any raids for the last six days. I'm sure you felt it too, don't you, lass—the anticipation in the air?" Gobber asked slowly. "These are the signs from the Gods. Even if this hunch was wrong, we have nothing to lose by getting ready for anything. There's no such thing as being too careful. You understand, don't you?"

Hiccup sighed and nodded mutely. She didn't know that Gobber would take her this serious about a dream that she wasn't sure would come true. But it's true that she also felt the same unease that the rest of the village felt. But even so, that wasn't the reason why she had this feeling of someone watching her. She didn't want Gobber to know what that voice had said this time. The other two times, he said that he will come for her. But this time, it was different; he had asked if she was ready.

Hiccup shook her head to clear it. She had to put it together. It really wasn't like her to just gone panic when there was really nothing to worry about. She should just trust Gobber on his judgment. Besides, he was the only one who would listen to her. Even to her own ears, her dreams didn't make sense, but Gobber was willing to listen and even took her seriously. She should be grateful, but she feared if people will shunned her more if her dreams weren't real and they would be getting worked up over nothing.

Realizing where her thoughts were going, she squared her shoulder with a new determination. She had been shunned forever, it doesn't matter if there were more people shunned her anyway—she had survived this whole life without those people, she could survive more of the life ahead of her without them.

"Thanks, Gobber," Gobber looked stopped in the middle of hammering to look at her. "For listening to me."

Gobber smiled gently and patted her head, "Don't mention it, lass. Besides, it's the least I can do in your family—where no one ever listens." He guffawed as Hiccup smirked amusedly.

.

.

"Dragons!"

The shout reverberated in the whole village of Berk as Hiccup looked out of her window to see the situation. The sky was still dark and people were lighting the torches. Dragons were everywhere and the villagers seemed a little bit overwhelmed at how many dragons came. Hiccup could also feel overwhelmed and a little bit of awe at how many dragons out there. It wasn't like a normal raid, she realized. No dragons had snatched any of their livestock, but they already fought like hungry monsters.

They seemed like they would need a bit of help, Hiccup thought as she closed her window and ran down the stairs. She wanted to help at least mend the swords and other weapons by the forge. The dragons seemed a bit more ferocious tonight, unlike the other nights.

She quickly ran out of her house, dodging people and dragons around her respectively to not get in the way. But her small stature immediately caught people's eyes.

"What are you doing here?"

"Get back inside!"

"Hiccup, you shouldn't be outside!"

"Dragons will get you!"

"You'd got carried off!"

She felt a strong hand grabbed ahold the scruff of her collar and easily lifted her up away from the incoming fire burst. "Hiccup! What is she doing out—eh, what are _you_ doing out here? Get back inside!" Her father firmly pushed her away from the battlefield and into the general direction of the forge.

She rolled her eyes and ran towards the forge, where she was greeted by Gobber who isn't too thrilled seeing her outside. "Hiccup! By Thor, lass, what are you doing here? You should be inside!"

"Gobber, aren't you seeing what the dragons are doing? They aren't stealing any of the livestock!" Hiccup yelled as she wore her apron and started to heat up the furnace. She was sure something was up and she knew that only Gobber would be willing to listen to her. There was no livestock being stolen but the dragons still fighting anyway. They turned up every house and buildings—it looked like they were searching something.

"Lass, whether or not they're stealing the livestock, they're here attacking us! You should've been inside! What did your dreams said?" Gobber insisted as he hammered two swords at once.

Hiccup didn't mind him as she put her whole body weight to keep the fire going. "The least I could do is helping you mending these swords!" She grunted as she pulled a hammer into both her arms. Gobber didn't answer as they concentrating in mending every piece of broken weapon thrown to their window. Hiccup stole glances to the side window, seeing Astrid, Snotlout, the twins, and Fishlegs putting down the never-ending fire, other adult Vikings fighting off the dragons.

As she watched the other Vikings fought the dragons, she realized that none of the livestock or fishes had been stolen yet, but the dragons burned down houses, or just completely wreck them. Other than that, they seem more aggressive than usual. Even the number of them was unusual—it seemed to her that the dragons brought more cavalries tonight. And their behavior… she felt like they were searching for something.

_Where are you, little hatchling?_

The now familiar voice was echoing within her head as she suddenly realized what—or rather who—the dragons were looking for.

Suddenly everyone hears s high screeching sound that made everyone looked up in alarm.

"Night Fury!"

"Get down!"

A blast destroyed the village's catapult, and another blasted the watching tower.

Hiccup instinctively ran towards the window and looked up to see the catapults she had built had destroyed to pieces and the watch towers burning in fire.

"Man the fort, Hiccup! They need me out there!" Gobber suddenly yelled as he ran out of the forge. Hiccup turned to him with blank, rather confused expression. He turned to her and said menacingly, "Stay. Put. There." Hiccup blinked twice. "I mean it, Hiccup! You'd better not ran off with some dragons when I get back!" Then he ran off with a battle yell.

Hiccup knows a chance when she sees one.

.

.

She couldn't believe how stupid she was; in the middle of the raid, in the middle of the night, running around in the middle of the woods, searching for the legendary Night Fury. Now that she had thought about it, she wanted nothing more than to beat herself shitless. For someone who prided herself on having a brain, this is not what someone who has brain would do.

She panted heavily, resting her hands on her knees, wiping the sweat forming by her chin. She wondered where the Night Fury was. She assumed that it would be waiting for her in the woods, where she met him the first time. But the sky was still dark, there will be no sun for at least a few hours—and she was in the woods, for Thor's sake. How will she be able to navigate through this dark forest without any lights, let alone find the place where they first met?

A dragon roar made her look up and she met eye to eye with a monstrous nightmare. She rolled her eyes, "Oh, come on." She bolted as fast as she could, the dragon fast on her heel.

It's true that the only physical thing she held pride is only her speed. But she had been running around the forest until only a few moments ago—she wouldn't have much stamina to outrun the dragon on her heel.

She heard the dragon took a breath and she screamed—that was the only sign the dragon gave before a blast of lava burst from its mouth. She quickly dove behind some large stone before she got melted and she curled her whole body smaller as the lava burst around the stones. As the lava died down, Hiccup cautiously turned around to the right to check—and just her luck, the dragon turned around to her left, ready to sink its fangs to the unsuspecting Hiccup—before a blur of black intercepted and drive itself into the monstrous nightmare's snout. Hiccup, being a small human, just stared as she crawled backwards into a general safety of the darkness.

The monstrous nightmare shook its snout, but the black blur that she identified as a smaller dragon persisted and blue plasma blasted out of the black dragon's snout. The monstrous nightmare was more shocked than hurt; it swayed and tripped by its own limbs. The black dragon stood by him, its head and wings held high, clearly showing more authority and dominance than the monstrous nightmare. The red dragon quickly stood, gave a few—what she thought—apologetic croons, and flew away from the spot.

Hiccup could only gape as she witnessed the outstanding situation in front of her. Then it dawned on her just who the dark dragon was.

"Night Fury," her mouth whispered the sacred name.

As if it heard her, the black dragon turned and started walking towards her. She scrambled backwards in panic before the voice came back, _no need to panic, little hatchling._ She looked up to the black dragon in shock and a little bit of awe. _I would never hurt you. _

Hiccup faltered as she hesitated. The dragon kept coming closer and closer to her body. She already felt intimidated. The dragon's eyes were hypnotic, being a color of toxic green with golden specks. She closed her eyes, waiting for an attack, only for a soft touch on her hair-covered forehead.

When she looked up, she only saw soft black scales. "Eh?"

_I've found you._

.

.

.
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* * *
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End file.
